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"listen. Pooralli was waiting for me when I came
out of Mr. Clunderson's room. You remember the
wild-looking youth with the absurd clothes?"
"Could any one ever forget him?" Granet smiled.
*As a matter of fact, I had words with him only this
evening*"
"Well, he is lying in my aunt's laboratory, where
she keeps some of her plants and mixes up herbal
cures for people who believe in them. He is uncon-
scious on the sofa, looking simply terrible. Pooralli
gave him something my aunt had been mixing and
he believes he has killed him. It was entirely PoorallTs
idea," she added, "that I came to you. He seems to
have a feeling that you know something about medi-
cine. Do you?"
"A little," Granet admitted. "No one can live in
the tropics without learning something about it."
Jane led the way down the corridor and opened the
door of the laboratory. Paul Oliver was still lying on
the couch but he was now emitting faint groans.
Pooralli was standing by his side.
"Him been sick," he announced cheerfully. **I
think he will not die."
Granet bent over the recumbent figure, felt his
pulse and heart and made a further brief examina-
tion.
"No," he decided, "this young man will not die.
No sign of it at present, at any rate. Show me what
you gave him, Pooralli."
Pooralli pointed to the half-empty phial on the
table.
**! make mixture same as mistress did."